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but that we should never make camp. I am sure that if anyone
had said we should, I should have argued with him hotly:
'Don't talk nonsense. Of course we are not going anywhere.
Besides, we're all mad.3 Rage and cold were the two pillars of
my delirium, supported now and then by a vain sarcasm. cAnd
what was it you were going to do out on that ice pack, you
idiot!' At one moment I felt that I could beat myself with
anger; and in another moment I burst out laughing at my own
imbecility. Then a glimmer of hope would enter: clf only I can
concentrate hard enough, I am sure I can wipe out this cold
simply by ceasing to tfriTiV of it.5

How long this went on, I cannot say. Time had fled, and for
me there was no difference between a minute and an aeon. I
went out of my head, probably. Then, of a sudden, without
transition, even I could see the lights of the camp a hundred
yards away. Like a ghost, I stepped into reality.
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